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whereof one is for a ball of 300 pounds weight, and
another for 160, which weighs 72,500 pounds.

When I was at Florence, the celebrated masters were:
for pietra-commessa (a kind of mosaic, or inlaying, of
various colored marble, and other more precious stones),
Dominico Benetti and Mazotti; the best statuary, Vincentio
Brochi. This statuary makes those small figures in plaster
and pasteboard, which so resemble copper that, till one
handles them, they cannot be distinguished, he has so rare
an art of bronzing them; I bought four of him. The best
painter, Pietro Beretino di Cortona.

This Duke has a daily tribute for every courtezan, or
prostitute, allowed to practice that infamous trade in his
dominions, and so has his Holiness the Pope, but not so
much in value.

Taking leave of our two jolly companions, Signer Gio-
vanni and his fellow, we took horses for Bologna; and,
by the way, alighted at a villa of the Grand Duke's,
called Pratolino. The house is a square of four pavil-
ions, with a fair platform about it, balustred with stone,
situate in a large meadow, ascending like an amphithea-
ter, having at the bottom a huge rock, with water run-
ning in a small channel, like a cascade; on the other
side, are the gardens. The whole place seems conse-
crated to pleasure and summer retirement. The inside
of the palace may compare with any in Italy for furni-
ture of tapestry, beds, etc., and the gardens are deli-
cious, and full of fountains. In the grove sits Pan feeding
his flock, the water making a melodious sound through
his pipe; and a Hercules, whose club yields a shower of
water, which, falling into a great shell, has a naked
woman riding on the backs of (Jolphins. In another
grotto is Vulcan and his family, the walls richly com-
posed of corals, shells, copper, and marble figures, with
the hunting of several beasts, moving by the force of
water. Here, having been well washed for our curiosity,
we went down a large walk, at the sides whereof several
slender streams of water gush out of pipes concealed un-
derneath, that interchangeably fall into each other's chan-
nels, making a lofty and perfect arch, so that a man on
horseback may ride under it, and not receive one drop
of wet. This canopy, or arch of water, I thought one
of the most surprising magnificences I had ever seen, sufficient to arm 70,000 men, -accurately
